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doubt, were waiting as if in a minister's vestibule.
At the left, the door of the dining-room, slightly ajar,
afforded a glimpse of empty bottles on the sideboards,
and napkins on the backs of chairs; and parallel with
it ran a corridor in which gold-coloured sticks sup-
ported an espalier of roses. In the courtyard below,
two boys with bare arms were scrubbing a landau*
Their voices rose to Frederick's ears, mingled with
the intermittent sounds made by a currycomb knock-
ing against a stone.
The man-servant returned. "Madame will receive
Monsieur," and he led Frederick through a second
anteroom, and then into a large drawing-roorn hung
with yellow brocatel with twisted fringes at the cor-
ners which were joined at the ceiling, and which
seemed to be continued by flowerings of lustre re-
sembling cables. No doubt there had been an enter-
tainment there the night before. Some cigar-ashes
had been allowed to remain on the pier-tables.
At last he found his way into a kind of boudoir
with stained-glass windows, through which the sun
shed a dim light. Trefoils of carved wood adorned
the upper portions of the doors. Behind a balustrade,
three purple mattresses formed a divan; and the stem
of a narghileh made of platinum lay on top of it.
Instead of a mirror, there was on the mantelpiece a
pyramid-shaped whatnot, displaying on its shelves an
entire collection of curiosities, old silver trumpets, Bo-
hemian horns, jewelled clasps, jade studs, enamels,
grotesque figures in china, and a little Byzantine vir-
gin with a vermilion ape; and all this was mingled
in a golden twilight with the bluish shade of the car-
pet, the mother-of-pearl reflections of the foot-stools,
and the tawny hue of the walls covered with